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You'll Always Be Beautiful To Me 


"DAVIDII! I'm fatl!" came the cry from the bedroom. 


Sighing, David rolled his eyes and glanced back to his laptop. Spreadsheets cluttered the screen. All of them 
were filled with figures. What was selling. What wasn't selling. How much they were buying ingredients for and 
how much they were selling the finished products for. Every time he opened them, David could feel a migraine 


beginning to pick at his brain. 
"DAVIDI!" 
"WHAT?!" he screamed back. 


That silenced the younger man and, with a scowl furrowing his brow, David went back to work. According to 
Jamie's spreadsheets, they made five hundred Almond Joy cookies a week. Four hundred and fifty of them 
were sold with the other fifty listed as wastage. It was the same with the chocolate peanut butter cupcakes. 
They made seven hundred a week. On average, they sold six hundred and seventy nine with twenty one listed 
as wastage. It was the same for every product they sold. Some David knew they gave away. Some the staff 
ate. The others.. Well, there was an easy answer for where they went. 


"Wastage, my ass," David hissed. "DAVE?!" 
Silence. 
"GROHL?!" David bellowed. 


From the bedroom, David heard a tiny whimper followed by sniffling. Sighing, he rolled his eyes and got to his 
feet. 


"You know why you're fat?!" David yelled as he walked to the bedroom. "It's because you eat, on average, 
seventy cookies and fifteen cupcakes a week. Factor in everything else you eat, along with all the beer you 
drink, then it's really no surprise. You need-" 

David stopped in the doorway to the bedroom, his voice also coming to a halt. Dave, dressed in his oldest, 
raggedy pair of jeans and a baggy faded black tshirt, was hunched up on the floor. His knees were pulled to his 
chest and his head rested on top of them. His long hair hid his face and his shoulders rocked as he cried. 
David's voice was softer as he asked, "Dave?" 


"Go away! You don't love me any more." 


David's shoulder sagged. "| do. But when you tell me you're fat l'm going to give you the reason why. And 
you're not fat" 


"You said | was!" the younger man shot back. 

Ah, that was it. David had confirmed the irrational thought that had been going around Dave's head and now 
the wounded child was coming out. Shaking his head, David walked into the bedroom and picked up Dave's iPad 
from the bed. Photographs from a recent stop over in Australia showed a tanned, and slightly rounder, Dave. 
Dave Grohl Fattens Up! the headline screamed. 

"Dave, you're not fat," David said quietly. 

"| am!" 


"Since when have you listened to the media?" 


The younger man fell silent again Placing the device on top of the drawers, David sat on the floor beside Dave. 


When he reached out, Dave flinched away. 


"Don't," the younger man protested. "I'm ugly now. You don't want me." 


"Fine. Do you want to know a secret?" 

"No." 

"Tough," David said. "l'm going to tell you anyway. | let you get away with eating so many cookies and cakes. It's 
not that | dont worry about your health, because | do. But you're very active so | let it slide.” Shuffling closer, 
he rested his chin on Dave's shoulder. "I let you get away with it because | like it when you're more meaty.” 


"No, you don't," Dave mumbled in to his knees. "If you did, you wouldn't have shouted at me." 


David sighed. Sometimes there was no winning. Sometimes child-Dave came out and everything and anything 


David said may as well have been hot air. 
| shouted at you because | was trying to work" 
"You weren't working. You were ignoring me." 


"Dave, | have to work. We have a business here. | have to do the paperwork and l'm sorry if you think that's 


cutting in to my time with you." 


‘It isl" Dave howled. "You don't have time for me any more! You're always making new cookies or thinking about 
new cookies or shopping for ingredients or cleaning the kitchen or serving in the shop. Then you come to bed 


and go to sleep! Why do you think | steal cookies?! Its the only time you pay me any attention!" 
"Ils that what all this is about? And not what that newspaper said?" 

More silence. 

"Dave?" 


When the younger man didn't reply, David wrapped an arm around Dave's shoulders. This time, Dave didn't 


protest. Instead he leaned a little closer. 
"Can | love you?" David asked softly. "Can | show you how much | love your body just the way it is?" 


Dark, watery eyes stared up from behind a tangle of dark hair. Reaching out, David gently moved the hair 
from in front of Dave's face. He felt his own heart break. For so long, David had fought his own insecurities. 
He'd wondered how anyone could love his scarred and beaten body. Yet someone had been brave enough to look 
past the ruined exterior and see right into his soul. In turn, he was able to do the same with Dave, seeing the 


man instead of just the rock god everyone proclaimed him to be. 


And Dave had insecurities, too. Some of them ran deep, his soul ragged and hurting from trying to live up to 
everyone's expectations. While David didn't think so many years in LA had affected Dave, it obviously had and 


he seemed to becoming more insecure and fearful the older he got. 


"Do you remember that day down by the stream?" David softly began. "It was one of those first days in 
Minnesota. | was like a scared rabbit. Didn't want anyone to see or touch me. Yet you gave me the time and 
space to start creeping out of my shell. You made me feel human, rather than a whore. You worshipped me, 
even in my broken state. And | learned to do the same. Dave, you're beautiful to me no matter what you look 


like or how you feel. You're gorgeous, sexy, and handsome. And I'd really like it if you let me touch you." 


Slowly Dave unwound himself. His face was red and blotchy and tendrils of damp hair hung over his eyes. 
Smiling softly, David brushed them away and gently touched his lips to the corner of Dave's mouth. When 


Dave's lips twitched in response, David's smile widened. 


David stood and helped Dave to his feet. Sliding back to his knees, he ran his hands up the younger man's thick, 
strong legs. A shudder rocked along David's spine as his fingers took in Dave's body. It was a body that knew 
how to bring him pleasure and ecstasy. It was also a body that could easily sweep David off his feet and carry 
him. His hands slid along Dave's thighs, a tiny moan leaving David's lips. He flicked his tongue over them. Sitting 
back on his heels, he looked up at Dave. 


"| love you," David murmured. "I love every inch of you and | don't care if you believe me." 

Standing once more, David ran his fingers along the hem of Dave's shirt. He tickled beneath it, touching the 
other man's skin. His eyes were always on Dave, watching his reactions. When David went to lift the old, worn 
shirt, Dave stopped him. 

David frowned. "Baby, I've seen you naked a million times before. Why not now?" 

The younger man lowered his head and shrugged. 

"Are you ashamed?" 

Dave gave him another shrug and David felt his heart shatter. "Dave, | love you," he murmured. "I don't care 
if you weight four hundred pounds. | want to see you naked and make you feel like a million bucks. | want to 
get on my knees and worship you. | want to cry with happiness while l'm making love to you. Please, sweetie. 


Let me undress you and take you to bed" 


He continued to watch the younger man. For a moment, it seemed as though Dave was battling with himself. 


Let David in? Or let the shame that burned through him take over? 
"Please," David murmured. "Let me see you." 


Slowly, Dave allowed his arms to drop. Smiling, David stepped up to him and placed a kiss to the corner of 


Dave's mouth. The younger man purred, one hand coming to rest in the small of David's back. 


David carefully drew the old garment up and over Dave's head. The dark haired man shuddered, his arms 
instinctively dropping to cover himself again. Tangling his fingers with Dave's, David lifted the younger man's 
hands and covered them with kisses. 


"You're gorgeous," he said softly. "You'll always be beautiful to me. Always." 

Holding on to Dave's hands, David walked him back to the bed. He lay Dave down and hovered over him, his 
hands planted beside the younger man's head. He gazed down in to Dave's eyes, taking in the sadness that 
swam through them. 

"I'm sorry for shouting at you," David said 

"I know," Dave quietly replied. 

"| love you." 

| know. | love you, too." 

Leaning closer, he covered Dave's lips with his own. The younger man whined, his eyes squeezed closed as he 
gave himself over to the kiss. David moved and pressed kisses across Dave's cheeks and along his jaw. Beneath 
him, Dave purred, his hands resting on David's head. David smiled and moved lower, trailing kisses over Dave's 
throat and down to his chest. He flicked his tongue across Dave's nipples, his smile widening as Dave shifted. 


"Feels good," the younger man murmured. 


Grinning, David sucked a pert, little ripple into his mouth. His tongue swirled around it, his heart soaring as 
Dave moaned and bucked. His husband's fingers tightened in his hair as Dave pushed him down. 


David moved lower and paid attention to the gentle swell of his lover's stomach. He pressed kisses to the soft, 
supple skin, his tongue flicking into the younger man's navel. His fingers followed, gently touching and stroking. 
Again, Dave moaned, his hard cock rubbing against David. David grinned and, still lapping and kissing at his 


husband's stomach, he reached to undo the younger man's jeans. 
"David... 


Slowly he inched Dave's jeans down until his cock sprang free. Resting his chin on Dave's hip, he gazed up at 


the younger man. Dark eyes peered down at him. 
"David, please..." 
David wasn't one to say no and if there was one thing he didn't do enough of, it was giving head. Keeping his 


eyes on Dave's, he lowered his head and began to gently lap at the younger man's cock. He loved giving Dave 


attention. Adored making him feel good. And Dave was right, in amid everything, they'd started to drift apart, 


David's life suddenly exploding while Dave's became the peaceful, simple life he'd craved for so long. Instead of 
devoting time to his husband, David was forever chasing that next perfect cookie recipe. Sure, Dave would 

argue that David's cookies, and the love they were infused with, was enough to keep him going. But, deep down, 
David knew that they both needed the love and human contact. Both of them had been deprived of it and now 


they were making up for lost time. 


David took Dave into his throat. His nose was pressed against the thatch of dark hair and he happily inhaled his 
husband's musky scent. Everything about Dave drove him crazy. From the way he smelled to the way he 
dressed, David couldn't get enough of him. His fingers continued to work over Dave's stomach, stroking and 
touching the small swell of flesh. For David, having a man who could hold him down and love him was a turn on. 
He knew that Dave would never, ever hurt him, his thick arms being used to hug rather than hurt. His strong 


legs would carry rather kick. His body was a source of comfort and pleasure to David, no matter how it looked. 
Running his tongue along Dave's dick, he teased the younger man. David's free hand cradled his lover's balls, 
rolling them against his palm. Above him, Dave moaned and writhed. One hand was wound in David's hair, 
silently encouraging him. 

"David..." 

He could feel Dave's body reacting. His cock was hardening, his legs spreading a little wider. Taking the hint, 
David sucked him long and hard. His tongue tickled the head of Dave's cock, lapping up the silky pre-come 
before tracing the bulging veins. Moments later and Dave howled, his hips bucking as he spent himself down 
David's throat. David heard the younger man's voice crack and something like a sob pass between his lips. 
He tended to Dave until the other man fell limp against the bed. Sliding back along the sheets, David wrapped 
his arms around Dave and held him close. Tears sparkled in the dark haired man's eyes and David felt the 
sadness settle over him. 

"Please don't leave me." 

"Oh, Dave. l'm not gonna do that." 

Arms wrapped tightly around David, holding him close as Dave buried his face against the older man's chest. 


"| love you," he murmured. 


‘| love you, too," David softly replied before pressing a kiss to Dave's forehead. "And I'm sorry if you think | 


don't have time for you.” 
"All my time is yours." The heartbreak was evident in Dave's voice. "All of it." 


"I know." David sighed and buried his nose in Dave's hair. Gently he stroked the other man's back. "And l'm 
gonna be better at giving you my time." Curling a finger beneath Dave's chin, he tilted Dave's head back and 


gazed into his lover's glazed eyes. "Tomorrow. From tomorrow I'll come up from the shop at lunch time and 
have lunch with you for an hour." 


"Two hours,” Dave countered. 

"Ninety minutes." 

"Two hours. That's my final offer." 

David smiled softly and bent to kiss Dave. "Deal. From noon till two, lim yours." 

"And in the evening?" 

"ll come back up at five and I'm yours for the rest of the night." 

"Promise?" 

David's smiled widened. "Promise." 

"And weekend? Can | have you on weekends?" 

David felt his heart swell with love and adoration for the man in his arms. "Yes, you can have me all weekend. 
l'm sorry, Dave. Sorry for making you feel like you were second best. | never intended to do that. Can you 


forgive me." 


It didn't take a heartbeat for Dave to reply, "Ill always forgive you." Dave paused and chewed on his lower lip. 


"Can | have a cookie now?" 


David laughed and hugged him close. "You can always have a cookie!" 


